CHAPTER XIV
ENTERING  THE  TSAIDAM
IT was not long after that scene of carnage that we watered
our horses for the first time in a clear river with a gravel
bed. No sooner, however, had I put Slalom to cross it
than he sank tip to the breast in shifting ground.   Not to
weigh him down, I leaped from the saddle. But I fell into
the water. The frightened animal dragged himself out,, but
of course dragged his trappings with him and my sheepskin
sleeping-bag and saddle-bag, with my file of notes, my camera
and negatives, were soaked and dripping.
And that night I slept in a violent stink of clamp sheepskin.
My sleeping-bag was not well tanned and half of it had now
grown as hard as an old shoe. And then we were camped in
the depths of a gorge through which an icy wind went
whistling. But the nightmares I had were, I imagine, due
rather to eating the tough meat of the wild ass? of which the
men had given us some,
Trees.
Leaving the camels to go round by the valley of the River
Tsarsa, we followed "The Arab" up a mountain. There we
had an unforgettable surprise. In a little valley sheltered
from the west wind we found a strip of pasture grass, green
and as fine as hair, growing at the foot of some real trees,
the only ones we were to see in the course of that journey
to Turkestan. Our joy was so great that we forgot to chase
off a magpie which was devouring the red pieces of wild
ass meat loaded on a pony. Beside us, the twisted trunks
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